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out with a particularly beautiful but non-existent young lady,
with whom he was desperately enamoured. In this Edward
Albert's new tailor-made suit played its part. But Frankin-
cense paid little attention to these profound humiliations,
since he knew nothing whatever about them.
Edward Albert would see him playing chess in the snuggery
and particularly with the Indian young gentleman, who looked
like one of the Bolter's College Old Boys, only more so, and
who spoke in a high-pitched clear staccato manner that filled
Edward Albert with a strange sense of superiority, more
particularly when he learnt from old  Mr Blake that this
way of talking was " chi-chi" and characteristic of the lesser
breeds within the law who inhabit Hindustan.  He was part
of Edward Albert's Indian Empire, and as for his being a
somebody because he was a Rajah's son, said old Mr Blake,
" these rajahs have dozens of 'em.   Hareems they have, and
they tax the skins off their people to keep them up and then
blame us for it. Four wives and a lot of concubines and then
some.  Rajah's son he may be in India, but over here he's
nothing more than a blasted bastard.  But to hear him argue
at times you would think we'd robbed India of her cotton
trade and every sort of wealth they ever had. . . . Hareems
is their factories, and whatsoever wealth  they get,  they'll
produce more mouths to eat it up, trust them. Why, when I see
him talking to a nice blonde English girl like Miss Pooley,
and giving himself airs with her, it fair makes my blood boil.
Out there she'd be a Mem Sahib and he'd be salaaming to
her. . . ."
Edward Albert, as a prospective citizen of the British
Motherland would listen to his subject from afar, watch the
sinister movements of his long hands, and resent his shrill
laugh of delight when he gained any advantage over Turnip
Head, who after all was an Englishman, and who ought to
know better than to lose games of chess to his political inferior.
You cannot be too careful. At any time there might be
another Mutiny, if once we lost our grip on them.
And in his reveries he would deal with his subject races
very firmly. Sadly and sternly he would blow them from guns,

